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Scene. — A  saloon. — 2  e.  r.  a  fireplace  and  mantel-piece ;  3  e. 
r.  door  of  Florence’s  chamber ;  4  e.  r.  a  door  opening  on 
the  stage  leading  to  a  private  staircase ;  door  of  entrance  in 
flat  c.  On  left,  near  door  c.,  a  closet ;  2  e.  l.  a  window ,  wi.h 
curtain;  3  e.  l.  the  chamber  of  Fumer  ;  4  e.  l.  entrance  to 
kitchen. — Tables,  chairs,  a  large  chair,  fyc. 

[Popsy  enters  from  the  back  with  a  carpet-broom , 
sic eepinir  and  singing ;  after  she  has  turned  up 
the  slaye  Florence  enters  3  e.  r. 


Flo.  Popsy ! 

Pop.  La,  missus  !  how  you  made  me  jump  l 

Flo.  Where’s  my  husband  ? 

Pop.  Shaving  hi’self,  or  thereabouts ;  he  was  prowling 
about  the  house  almost  at  daybreak  this  morning. 

Flo.  1  thought  he  had  risen  very  early. 

Pop.  Y'es  ’urn — in  his  drawers,  his  nightcap,  the  nightshade 
in  his  hand,  and  under  his  arm  his  yeomanry  sword.  He  lis¬ 
tened  at  the  door  of  the  landing,  then  at  the  door  of  the  pri¬ 
vate  staircase,  then  he  half  opened  the  window  curtain,  then 
he  peeped  for  a  long  time  into  the  street,  and  then  he  went 
into  his  dressing-room  on  tiptoe,  a-heaving  sighs  enough  to 
burst  the  chimneys. 

Flo.  Very  singular  ! 

Pop.  So  I  thought,  at  that  time  in  the  morning  ;  perhaps 
he’s  some  nambula. 

Flo.  For  the  first  three  months  or  more  of  our  marriage, 
he  was  neither  so  eccentric  nor  so  restless. 

Pop.  Yes  ’um — but  the  first  two  months  and  a  half  you 
passed  at  Little  Pedlington,  with  your  aunt,  Mrs.  Trotter;  and 
perhaps  he  only  has  these  fits  in  London. 

Flo.  Fits ! 

Pop.  Yes  for  it  seems  he  was  troubled  with  the  same  com¬ 
plaint  during  his  first  wife’s  time* 
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Flo.  Indeed! 

Pop.  So  the  fruiterer  says  ; — and  he  always — 

Flo.  What  ? 

Pop.  Carried  one  pistol  about  him,  if  not  a  pair. 

Flo.  In  heaven's  name,  what  for? 

Pop.  What  for  !  Because  he  was  as  jealous  as  the  Salopian 
Blackymoor  in  the  play. 

Flo.  Is  it  possible? 

Pop.  So  the  grocer  says. 

Mo.  I  recollect  now,  he  once  confessed  to  me  that  his  first 
wife  rendered  him  very  unhappy. 

Pop.  Unhappy — other  things  too. 

Flo.  Popsy  ! 

Pop.  So  the  butcher  says. 

Flo.  Surely  he  can’t  be  jealous  of  me! 

Pop.  Yes  he  is. 

Flo.  He  is  ? 

Pop.  So  the  plumber  and  glazier  says. 

fnr^fnICan  t  bdiT-  it:rwhat  Can  have  excited  his  jealousy  ? 

£  ^.e  our  ar,nval  m  London  we  have  not  been  out  half-a- 

do^en  times— then  always  together.  Pm  convinced  that  mV 
husband  seeks  but  to  please  me,  and  I  to  be  agreeable  tn  t  'V 
(sits  at  table  and  takes  out  her  embroidery)  °  Um 

FloP‘lv°7ret\yl  1  WiSh  I  Could  work  like  tkat. 
jl0'  “  ®  «  (?recI:  caP  that  I  am  embroiderin-  for  him 
Pop.  Well,  he  ought  to  be  a  hannv  man  n  ^ 

Pop.  Oh,  it-s  a  dreadful  story.  l’*"*  %  P°PSV' 

chance.Y0U  "0t  may  yet  have  .  betfer 

wok/ me— lor  do  T?'/""'  when  rnast,-’r 

you—  ’  ssus»  atld  1  don  t  mind  telling 

[Popsev  whispers  to  her 

softly  3  e.  l.  listening.  I<UMER  appears 

h»m.  What  are  they  pulling  their  heads  together  about  J- 

P,IP.  ( screams )  Ha ! 
bio.  Oh  !  ( concealing'  the 


embroidery  in  the  work-table). 
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Fum.  (aside.)  Had  they  not  seen  me! 

[Comes  down  c. ;  Popsy  is  a  little  up  the  stage,  r. 

Flo.  (going  to  him.)  Good  morning,  Felix. 

Fum.  ( smiling ,  but  keeping  his  eye  on  the  work-table.)  Good 
morning,  my  dear  Florence,  angel  of  my  existence  !  ( rather 

impatiently — going  to  the  work-table.)  What  have  you  con¬ 
cealed  here  ? 

Flo.  c.,  (rapidly.)  Oh!  nothing  l 

Fum.  r.,  ( going  to  open  it.)  Nothing! 

Flo.  (getting  between  him  and  the  work-table.)  Do  not  look. 

Fum.  I’m  naturally  curious  ;  it  is  one  of  my  greatest  faults. 

[ Endeavouring  to  pass  her . 

Flo.  Dear  Felix— 

Fum.  r.  (opening  the  work-table.)  A  cap — a  foreigner!  for 
whom.  Madam  ? 

Flo.  (pouting.)  Why,  for  you,  sir. 

Fum.  (aside.)  What  a  fool  I  am  ! 

Flo.  Give  it  me  back,  you  naughty  thing,  you.  Oh !  how 
you  have  crumpled  it. 

[She  goes  to  her  work-table ,  arranges  the  embroidery 
with  care ,  presses  it — Popsy  assists  her. 

Fum.  Very  like  the  ways  of  the  first  Mrs.  Fumer.  “  Pray, 
dear,  don’t  touch  that  jewel-box,  there’s  a  darling;  it’s  a  sur¬ 
prise  for  you,  dear.”  1  opened  it  immediately,  and  I  found — ■ 
what?  A  Captain  of  Hussars,  in  miniature!  Ah!  it  was  a 
surprise,  but  not  an  agreeable  one. 

Flo.  r.,  (coming  to  Fumer.)  What  are  you  talking  to  your¬ 
self  about  ? 

Fum.  l.,  ( going  to  the  window ,  and  aside.)  I  thought  so; 
there  he  is. 

Fop.  r.,  (aside  to  Florence.)  Just  as  he  did  this  morning. 
(aside.)  He  sticks  to  his  place  like  a  Whig. 

Flo.  What  are  you  looking  at  so  curiously? 

[ Raising  herself  on  her  toes. 

Fum.  The  azure  of  the  skies.  But  tell  me,  pet,  when  I  am 
out,  how  do  you  amuse  yourself? 

Flo.  Sometimes — • 

Fum.  Sometimes  at  the  window  ? 

Flo.  To  watch  you  arrive. 

Fum.  Dear,  good  Flory,  only  for  that? 

Flo.  For  what  else? 

Fum.  How  should  I  know?  Can’t  you  tell  me  who  that 
young  man  is  who  passes  his  life  upon  his — hey  ? 

Flo ,  A  young  man  ? 


114 


THE  LAUGHING  HYENA. 


Fum.  ( placing  her  before  him,  and  pointing  through  the 
opening  in  the  curtain .)  There,  you  see — there,  directly  oppo¬ 
site,  at  the  end  of  my  finger. 

Flo.  Ah  !  yes,  yes.  Goodness  me  !  I  never  noticed  him 
before. 

Fum.  Indeed  ?  He’s  very  good  looking. 

Flo.  Oh,  very  ! 

Fum.  His  hair  well  dressed. 

Flo.  Oh,  very  ! 

Fum.  Some  barber,  I  dare  say.  ( Going  to  r. — Popsy  gets 
over  l. —  cooling  himself.)  But  what  means  this  bear’s-greased- 
headed  fellow  by  leering  over  hero  night  and  day. 

Pop.  ( aside  to  Florence.)  Night  and  day  !  the  cat’s  out  of 
the  bag,  now,  mum,  as  the  sausage-man  says. 

Fum.  Why  does  he  pass  three-quarters-and-a-half  of  his 
existence  on  his  apology  for  a  balcony,  smoking,  reading,  yawn¬ 
ing,  and,  as  if  studying  agriculture — the  advantage  of  clod- 
crushers— over  two  pots  of  mustard  and  cress? 

Flo.  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  ;  but  it  appears  to  me  all  very 
natural. 

Fum.  Natural!  What  an  innocent  you  are  1  I  tell  you 
this  garden  amateur,  under  the  pretext  of  mustard  and  cress, 
cultivates  for  you,  Flory,  the  flower  of  seduction. 

Flo.  You  imagine — 

Fum.  Yes;  he  has  his  views  on  you. 

Flo.  Absurd! 


Fum.  (going  to  the  window.)  But  he  has,  I  tell  you— he  has: 
Pop.  The  barm  be  working,  as  the  brewer  says. 

[Popsy  exits  4  e.  b.,  and  Florence  seats  herself \  r. 

Fum.  (looping  through  window.)  Good— very  good— now 
he  inundates  his  vegetables— better  and  better !  Now  he  lights 
his  penny  Pickwick  ! — shuts  his  window  ! — draws  the  °left 
curtain  !  Why  the  left,  and  not  the  right  ? 

Flo.  Really ! 

Fum.  (crying  out.)  Ah  ! 

Flo.  What’s  the  matter? 

read<W*  1  ^  it“"I’ve  Suessed  plain— those  who  run  may 

Flo.  (rising.)  What? 

Fum;  The  declaration. 

Flo.  To  me  ? 


Fum.  Yes,  to  you  ;  listen  to  the  solving 
Sphmx  s  enigma.  The  pot  of  mustard  and 
Madam  ■ — clear  as  dav,  eh  ? 

Flo.  Oh ! 


of  that  male 
cress  signifies 


Fum.  1  he  left  curtain— eh,  do  you  understand  ?— left  side. 
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u  my  heart”  The  penny  Pickwick  lighted,  “  burns — consumes 
itself  for  you”  “  Madam,  my  heart  consumes  itself  for  you.” 
Here  is  the  solution  of  this  oriental  plant,  salem  alihem. 

Flo.  Really  this  is  scandalous;  I  could  not  have  believed  it. 
I  pledge  you  my  honour  that  from  this  time  I  will  never  go  to 
the  window  more. 

Fum.  (delighted.)  Your  words  fall  like  manna  on  my  fevered 
imagination,  (aside)  I’ll  assassinate  him.  What  if  I  smash 
his  window’s? — no — I’ll  seek  another  lodging,  (to  her)  Ah, 
my  little  pet!  I’m  going  to  order  a  new  waistcoat.  For  you, 
to  please  you,  Flory,  I  know  not  what  I  will  not  purchase  you. 

Flo.  Then,  I’ll  put  on  my  bonnet  and  shawl — eh,  dear 
Felix  ? 

Fum.  (kissing  her)  Do,  while  I  just  step  out,  but  I  shall 
return,  like  the  swallow,  to  my  summer — darling  Flory. 

Flo.  Cheerfulness  gives  you  both  youth  and  good  looks. 
Now,  no  more  jealousy — never  doubt  me;  Felix,  but  believe  I 
would  sooner  die  than  wrong  you. 

[Exit  3  e.  r. 

Fum.  (Takes  his  hat  and  goes  toicards  door,  c.,  then  suddenly 
stops.)  I  believe  her  to  be  candid  and  pure — so  was  the  first 
Mrs.  Fumer.  I  must  change  my  apartments — that’s  decided. 
I’ll  take  her  a  charming  little  room,  with  a  back  look-out,  and 
a  view  of  some  uninhabited  place,  or  a  city  churchyard,  or  a 
foundling  hospital — an  interesting  object.  (While  he  speaks r 
he  mechanically  rummages  the  work-basket,  takes  out  a  ball  of 
cotton  that  he  feels  with  his  fingers.)  There’s  paper  inside — 
what  paper,  I  wonder — but  she  said,  have  confidence,  and  I 
will.  (He  seats  himself  and  unrolls  the  thread  on  to  a  bobbin. 
Reflecting.)  If  I  could  only  get  Popsy  on  my  side.  ( calling ) 
Popsy  !  (to  himself )  I  will  utilitize  this  apple-dumpling-headed 
country  w’ench. 

Enter  Popsy,  4  e.  j,. 

Pop.  Who  calls  I  ? 

Fum.  Answer  me,  Popsy.  Should  you  like  a  provision  for 
your  old  age  ? 

Pop.  Provided  it  be  sweet,  fresh,  and  plenty  on  it. 

Fum.  I  mean  money — so  much  a-year,  to  keep  you  comfort¬ 
able. 

Pop.  Oh  !  shouldn’t  I — above  a  bit.  But  what  am  I  to  do 
for  it. 

Fum.  ( Putting  down  the  ball  of  cotton,  and  going  to  the 
chair  near  the  window.)  Not  the  slightest  stir — so — (sitting 
down) — Open  your  eyes,  and  keep  one  constantly  fixed  on  the 
opposite  balcony  (puts  her  in  chair). 
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Pop.  What,  on  the  gentleman  that  irritates  his  pots  01 
mustard  and  cress. 

Fum.  Irrigate,  not  irritate.  Yes — you  have  noticed  him 
then.  Well,  with  one  eye  you  must  observe  everythin0-  this 
bear-headed  wig-block  does. 

Pop.  Lor,  master  ! 

Fum.  (rising.)  Silence!  With  the  other  eye  you  must 
watch  every  movement  of  your  mistress,  and  then  come  and 
privately  inform  me  of  all.  ( crosses  to  r.) 

Pop.  But,  master ! 

dum.  Do  you  want  an  independence  ? 

Pop.  In  course  I  do. 

Fum.  (aside.)  I’ve  circumvented  her.  (He  seats  himself 

Ta%dly™0Tk'table‘  r€takeS  tke  b<lU  °fcoUon>  and  u™™ds  it 

Pop.  ( looking  at  him ,  and  aside.)  Dickens !— Pickwicks  »— 
what  is  master  at  now  ?  *. 

Fum  Here  it  is— here’s  the  paper— a  billet-doux,  perhaps 

r aside  ZdSthJUnf01^ n*  the  Wer)—“B aldness  removed” 
throwin f  the  PaPer  away)  Humbug  !  Remember 
e  better  you  watch,  the  more  you’ll  get  for  your  old  age.  * 

nr-  .  x  {Exit  c. 

eye  IVe-ToTbeT^  J  '’v  ‘°  YeP  0ne  and  t'other 

England.  {Going  to  door  3.  e  r.,  and  calling).  Madam  1- 
Enter  Florence,  3  e.  r. 

"SSSr? ' •  &&& be  done 

r.atee^^r^sme°Eh  1  ^ 

Flo.  What? 

SwhSnform5roIdase- 

-Week  breKn't°s!;!tmmve,Lythm5  y°U  My  and  d°'  B“‘  "« 

says.  n  1  SUlt  m>  suggestive  organs,  as  the  potticary 

cure  him  °of  hirTusp^cionsTs '  t  ^°P8y’  the  best  way  t0 

him  all,  except  the  commission  Im  ^  “l  l°  the  letterJ  tel1 
pvp-  Ah  1  I  see  “  no  ml*  l,  g01n&  to  charge  you  with. 
P^ish  schoolmaster  says  w,thout  a  deception,”  what  the 

"•  C”rry  “,is  lEtter  >°  young  man  opposite. 
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Pop.  The  carrotty  young  man — then  I  must  obey  you  to 
the  letter  now. 

Flo.  Quick. 

Pop.  I’m  offish  (aside).  Well,  this  is  fun  unconceived! 
Missus  is  my  master,  and  ought  to  wear  the — what  gentlemen 
hunts  in  ;  1  would — the  boots  and  spurs  into  the  bargain. 

[Exit  c. 

Flo.  I  never  suspected  the  existence  of  this  young  man.  He 
might  have  tended  his  plants,  drawn  his  curtains,  smoked  his 
cigars,  and  I  never  have  been  the  wiser  ;  but  I  have  ended  all 
that.  My  letter  will  inform  this  gentleman  the  hopelessness 
of  his  projects. 

Enter  Popsy  rapidly  c.,  and  comes  down  l. 

Pop.  Ma’am,  ma’am,  here  he  is  1 

Flo.  Who? 

Pop.  The  opposition  gentleman  from  over  the  way. 

Flo.  Is  it  possible  ! 

Pop.  Yes,  ma’am;  it’s  as  true  as  c*  Smithfield ’s  a  city 
nosegay,”  as  the  Times  says.  After  having  read  your  letter, 
he  cried  out,  “What  does  this  mean?  I  must  have  this  joke 
explained.” 

Flo.  Joke  ! 

Pop.  With  that,  he  took  his  cane  and  his  ha'c,  and  he  would 
follow  me.  I  told  him  “I  didn’t  like  chaps  a-following  me,” 
as  the  girls  say,  but  don’t  mean.  [ She  goes  up  to  door  c. 

Flo.  Send  him  away — tell  him  I’m  not  at  home — that  I 
have  nothing  more  to  explain.  ( Going  into  room,  3  E.  r.)  You 
understand  ? 

[Exit. 

Pop.  Yes,  ma’am,  I’ll  receive  him  as  the  cat  does  the 
baker’s  spaniel. 

Enter  Hornblower,  c.  ;  stays  at  the  door. 

Horn.  Ha!  litle  one  —  all  right,  I  see.  ( Advancing .)  An¬ 
nounce  me. 

Pop.  Not  to  be  done,  at  no  price.  Missus  told  me  to  tell 
you  that  she  wasn’t  at  home — (aside)  and  she’3  snug  in  there. 

Horn.  Oh  !  very  well!  I’ll  wait  till  she  is. 

Pop.  Hey!  you’ll  wait — 

Horn.  Until  to-morrow  morning — till  this  day  week,  if  it  is 
necessary.  So  you  may  make  me  up  a  bed.  (sits  at  table,  l.) 

Pop.  Well !  for  a  little  one,  you  do  talk  big. 

Horn.  Go,  or  I’ll  go  myself.  You’ll  find  me  as  obstinate  as 
a  mule  (rising-). 
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Pop.  Well,  if  I  didn’t  think  you  were  something  of  that 
breed. 

[Exit  door,  3  e.  r. 

Horn.  {He  puts  his  hat  on  the  work-table  r.,  and  places  his 
cane  against  the  chair  near  it).  I  will  not  stir  until  I  see 
the  person  who  sent  me  this  singular  epistle.  The  first  of 
April  is  past,  so  1  cannot  be  made  a  fool  of — it ’s  too  late. 
“  Sir,  I  entreat  you  to  cease  making  telegraphic  signals  ;  they 
are  offensive  to  me,  and  may  compromise  my  peace  of  mind. 
I  need  not  sign  this  letter,  as  you  well  know  who  writes  to 
you.”  But  I  don’t— haven’t  the  slightest  idea  {loudly). 

Enter  Popsy,  door  3  e.  r. 

Pop.  Yes,  ma’am,  yes;  he  told  me  to  make  him  up  a  bed. 

Florence,  c. 

Flo.  {aside,  as  she  enters  door,  3  e.  r.)  Oh  i  this  is  too  im¬ 
portunate.  {aloud.)  Sir  !  — 

Horn,  {bowing).  Madam  !  {aside.)  My  wig,  what  a  splendid 
concern ! 

Flo.  {aside  to  Popsy,  who  is  r.)  Don’t  go  away. 

Pop.  Never  fear.  I’ll  keep  my  ear  to  the  keyhole,  as  the 
landlady  says. 

[Exit  c. 

Horn,  {aside).  She’s  magnificent! — A  Venus  de  Medicis  1 

Flo.  I  am  greatly  surprised,  sir — • 

Horn.  Excuse  me,  madam,  the  surprise  is  mutual.  You 
have  done  me  the  honour  of  addressing  to  me  a  letter,  that  I 
can’t  make  head  or  tail  of. 

Flo.  How,  sir?  Are  you  not  the  person  who  resides  directly 
opposite  to  that  window  ?  The  second-floor — the  apartment 
with  a  balcony  ? 

Horn.  Ornamented  with  two  pots  of  mustard  and  cress,  and 
one  of  old  man. 

Flo.  Then,  sir,  it  is  you;  and  it  appears  to  me  that  my 
letter  is  sufficiently  explicit — perfectly  clear. 

Horn.  Not  to  me  ;  1  don’t  understand  a  word  of  it. 

Flo.  Well,  sir,  since  you  insist  upon  further  explanation, 
allow  me  to  tell  you,  that  this  abuse  of  neighbourhood  is,  sir, 
very  bad  taste,  to  say  the  least  of  it ;  that  if  you  persist, 
1  shall  be  obliged  to  imprison  myself  in  my  own  room,  and 
refrain  from  breathing  the  air  my  window  affords  me. 

Horn.  Ma’am!  I — Eh?  Have  1  offended  you  without  knowing 
it?  Have  I  forgot  to  draw  my  curtain?  {aside)  When  1 
have  a  light  they  can  see  everything! 
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Flo.  You  draw  them  too  much — 

Horn.  ( surprised ).  Too  much  ! 

Flo.  Principally  the  left — 

Horn,  (aside).  And  that  hides  my  bed  l  My  wig  !  if  I  had 
known — 

Flo.  But  that  is  not  all — you  are  never  away  from  your 
balcony. 

Horn.  True,  I  like  the  air  so. 

Flo.  Oh  !  the  air  1 

Horn,  (aside).  What  the  devil  else  would  she  like  me  to 
like? 

Flo.  Then  you  smoke  cigars  there. 

Horn.  It  is  the  only  thing  1  do  smoke  at  present. 

Flo.  And  you  are  continually  changing  your  pots  of  mustard 
and  cress. 

Horn.  Of  course  !  when  the  sun  shines  on  them  ;  such  vege¬ 
tation  loves  the  shade,  and — (aside) — Is  she  a  little  cracked  ? 

Flo.  Don’t  attempt  to  deny  it.  This  mobility  of  disposition 
may  prove  very  injurious  to  me ;  I  beg  you  will  end  it. 

Horn,  (aside)  Well,  if  I  know,  blow — no,  I  won’t  swear  in 
a  lady’s  presence,  (aloud)  But,  madam  ;  what  motive  do  you 
attach  to  my  left  curtain,  my  balcony,  my  cigars,  my  two  pots 
of  mustard  and  cress,  and  the  old  man  ? 

Flo.  Ask  your  own  black  heart,  sir ;  the  motive  you  attach 
to  them,  sir,  is  an  audacious  declaration  of  love. 

Horn,  (aside)  Oh  !  1  smell  a  rat.  (aloud)  Who  put  such  an 
idea  into  your  head,  rr.a’am? 

Flo.  Who  ?  My  husband,  sir. 

Horn.  Oh,  lord  !  Ha  !  ha  !  Well,  madam,  I  pledge  you  my 
honor  that  the  worthy  man’s  mistaken ;  I  did  not  know  that 
such  a  being  was  in  existence. 

Flo.  Indeed? 

Horn.  Never  dreamt  of  such  a  thing,  (with  gallantry )  which 
fully  proves,  madam,  that  1  have  never  even  seen  you. 

Flo.  Oh,  sir ! 

Horn,  (aside)  To  use  a  strong  expression,  she’s  a  damn’d 
fascinating  woman  !  (aloud)  I’m  not  one  of  your  miserable 
sort,  madam ;  I  flatter  myself  I  can  make  myself  tolerably 
agreeable.  I  am  a  clerk. 

Flo.  To  a  solicitor? 

Horn.  No ;  to  an  apothecary,  but  going  into  business  on  my 
own  account,  after  my  conjunction. 

Flo.  You  are  about  to  marry  ? 

Horn.  My  wig ! — yes,  ma’am,  yes.  Widow  Blackthorn,  a 
wholesale  dealer  in  canes  and  walking-sticks,  in  all  its  depart¬ 
ments,  at  present  at  Barnet  fair,  and  whose  return  I  am 
momentarily  expecting. 
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Flo.  Really,  sir,  I  am  so  confounded  at  this  absurd  mistake, 
that  I  scarcely  know  how  to  apologise  to  you. 

Horn.  Don’t  mention  it,  madam.  The  fact  is,  the  widow 
has  some  devilish  fine  points  in  the  shape  of  lands  and  houses, 
but  the  devil’s  own  temper  !  And  she’s  as  jealous — 

Flo.  Jealous! 

Horn.  As  your  old  man.  And  I’m  going  to  marry  this 
nightmare.  But  money,  you  know — we  distingue  chaps  can’t 
get  along  without  brass. 

Flo.  (aside)  Poor  little  fellow,  what  a  victim  he’ll  be  ! 

Horn.  Madam,  she  has  a  mania  for  presenting  me  with 
canes — I  should  prefer  other  things,  but  this  is  her  hobby — 
and  I  verily  believe  it  will  end  with  her  bestowing  on  me  her 
whole  stock  in  trade — she  has  given  me  eighteen,  already. 

Flo.  ( laughing )  Eighteen  !  Quite  a  stickery  ! 

Horn.  And,  if  one  were  missing,  she’d  give  me  another  stick 
till  her  arm  ached. 

Flo.  I  hope,  sir,  you  will  not  think  any  more  of  this  absurd 
letter  ? 

Horn.  Never,  madam ;  I’m  used  to  this  sort  of  thing.  One 
day,  my  intended  rib  sw'ore  I  was  ogling  your  front  parlor. 

Flo.  Ah  !  I’m  afraid  you  are  a  little  gay. 

Horn.  A  little ;  you  perceive  it,  eh  ?  Will  you  allow  me  to 
present  you  with  a  box  of  ipecacuanha  lozenges  of  iny  own 
manufacture  ? 

Flo.  Oh  !  impossible,  sir  1 

Horn,  (aside)  Lozenges  wont  do. 

Flo.  My  husband,  too,  is  of  such  a  jealous  temperament — 

Horn.  Temperament !  what  does  she  mean  by  temperament! 

Flo.  — That  your  life  w’ould  not  be  safe.  Therefore  promise 
me  you  will  not  be  so  often  at  your  window. 

Horn.  I’ll  stop  every  cranny,  and  putty  the  glass. 

Flo.  That  you  will  remove  your  mustard  and  cress. 

Horn.  I’ll  stuff  them,  with  my  old  man,  under  the  bed. 

Flo.  And  take  care  that  we  never  see  each  other. 

Horn.  That  may  be  comfort  to  you,  but  death  to  me,  madam. 

Flo.  A  thousand  thanks,  sir.  (aside)  A  very  accommodating 
young  man  ! 

Horn,  (aside,  admiring  her.)  One  of  Gibson’s  Graces,  readv 
dressed  t 

Fop.  (enter  c.  half  aloud.)  Madam,  here’s  master  1 

Flo.  My  husband  ? 

Pop.  I  popp’d  my  eye  on  him  at  the  end  of  the  street. 

Horn,  (aloud,  taking  his  hat  and  bowing.)  Madam,  allow 
me  with  profound  respect  to  take  my  leave. 

Flo.  Be  good  enough  to  go  by  the  back  stairs; 

Horn.  Up  the  chimney,  ma’am,  to  please  you  (bowing). 
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Pop.  Now,  little  one,  stir  your  pins  ! 

Horn,  (aside)  She  Is  the  concentrated  essence  of  beauty. 

[Exit,  door  4  e.  r.,  preceded  by  Popsy. 

Flo.  In  heaven’s  name,  how  could  Felix  imagine  that  he 
was  in  love  with  me  ?  ( seating  herself  near  her  work-table,  r.) 
Perhaps  I’ve  done  wrong  in  making  him  go  by  the  private 
staircase. 

Enter  Fumer,  c. 


Fum.  (to  himself )  I  have  been  up  and  down  forty-five 
pair  of  stairs,  and  I  am  exhausted. 

Enter  Popsy,  door,  4  e.  r. 

Pop.  (to  Florence,  not  seeing  Fumer.)  Madam,  he’s  gone. 

Fum.  l.  (quickly)  Gone— who? 

Flo.  \  , 

tj  >  Ah  1 

Pop.  ) 

Fum.  (enraged)  Gone — who?  I  did  not  go  that  way — 
answer  me  !  He  !  that’s  masculine — a  young  man — a  seducer — > 
a  lover! 

Flo.  Listen. 

Fum.  He  !  who  ? — he  !  who  ? — he  !  who  ? 

Pop.  c.  (colouring  and  firmly)  The  turncock,  sir! 

Fum.  The  turncock  ? 

Pop.  We’d  no  water,  and  as  we  had  not  been  cut  off,  I  called 
him  in  to  know  the  reason. 

Fum.  I’ll  soon  ascertain  the  truth  of  that.  [Exit,  door  4  e.  l. 

Flo.  Why  such  a  falsehood,  Popsy  ? 

Pop.  My  stars  and  garters  !  He  would  not  hear  the  truth, 
and  I  declare  my  blood  runs  cold  when  I  hear  him  go  on  in 
this  outrageous  way. 


Enter  Fumer,  4  e.  L.,  a  liquor  glass  in  his  hand,  half  full 

of  water. 

Fum.  This  is  all  there  is  in  the  cistern — half  a  glass. 

Pop.  Well,  that’s  the  New  River  allowance. 

Flo.  Hold  your  tongue,  Popsy ! 

Fum.  She  shall  not  hold  her  tongue,  madam.  Speak ! 
Speak,  unsophisticated  child  of  nature.  No  prompting  her. 
This  is  all  that  remains  in  the  cistern  (throwing  the  water  on 
the  floor.) 

Pop.  Just  what  T  told  madam,  but  now;  then,  seeing  the 
turncock  pass,  I  called  out,  “Here,  you  Mr.  Turncock  1”  As  he 
did  not  pay  any  attention,  I  ran  down  four  stairs  at  a  time, 
but  he’d  vanished,  and  so  I  came  back  and  said,  “  Madam, 
he’s  gone !”  Are  you  satisfied  now,  sir  ? 
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Fum.  Perfectly,  (to  Flo.)  How  unmistakeable  is  the  lan 
guage  of  truth/  Why  the  deuce  did  you  not  tell  me  this  at 
first. 

Flo.  You  would  not  give  me  time  (aside)  to  invent  it. 

Fum.  (aside,  and  looking  through  the  window)  Ah  !  what 
mystery’s  this  ?— this  morning  they  were  there— strange  ! 
now  they  have  vanished — very  strange!  can  this  absence  of 
all  signals  be  a  signal? 

Flo.  {to  herself)  Heavens  !  the  young  man  has  forgotten  his 
cane  [she  puts  it  behind  her). 

Fum.  What  do  you  put  ycur  hands  behind  you  for,  like 
Napoleon  ? 

Flo.  Me — nothing — 

Pop.  ( crossing  to  r.  aside  to  Florence)  Give  it  to  me ! 
(she  takes  it,  and  puts  it  behind  her  back). 

Flo.  (showing  her  hands)  There  ! 

Fum.  Ah  !  (Popsy  begins  singing  and  is  going  off  door  4  E. 
l.,  he  turns  and  sees  Popsy)  And  you — where  are  your  hands? 
— what  are  you  concealing  ? 

Pop.  c.  Nothing,  sir. 

Fum.  Show  me  your  hands — the  other — (she  shows  them 
alternately) — both  at  once,  (she  does  so,  he  turns  her  over  to 
l.  and  the  cane  which  she  has  propped  up  behind  her  falls  ,•  he 
picks  it  up.)  What’s  this  ? 

Pop.  This — a  cane,  sir. 

Fum.  (furiously)  A  Malacca: 

Flo.  My  dear  Felix,  I’ll  explain. 

Fum.  You’ll  tell  me  perhaps  that  this  is  the  turncock’s 
cane. 

Flo.  Will  you  listen  to  me  with  patience  ? 

Fum.  ( beating  the  devil’s  tattoo)  Well — there — now — now 
Pm  patient — very  patient — infernally  patient. 

Pop.  (aside)  Patient  as  a  hyena  after  a  week’s  fasting,  as 
the  jollvlogical  man  says. 

Flo.  Well- 

Pop.  This  is  the  upshot  on  it. 

Flo.  (stopping  her)  Silence  ! 

Fum.  No — speak,  Popsy — Popsy  to  me  is  the  goddess  of 
truth,  (to  Popsy)  Come  out  of  your  well. 

Pop.  Well,  sir,  this  cane — 

Fum.  This  cane  ? 

Pop.  This  cane  is  a  present  that  missus  intended  for  you. 

Flo.  (aside)  The  young  man’s  cane — impossible. 

Fum.  (confounded)  What  an  ass  I  am  ! — how  could  I  doubt 
it?  (going  to  Florence)  Pardon  me— I  am  a  weak-minded 
fool. 

Pop.  ( half  aside )  Signed  and  sealed,  as  the  lawyer  says. 


THE  LAUGHING  HYENA. 


123 


Fum.  (to  Popsy)  Keep  your  reflexions  to  yourself,  (to 
Florence,  'penitently)  1  have  been  wrong. 

Flo.  No — no — (aside)  He  won’t  let  me  explain,  (aloud) 
Dear  Felix,  we’ll  think  no  more  of  it. 

Fum.  Thanks,  dearest,  a  thousand  thanks  ;  ah  !  you  are  too 
good,  (to  himself)  My  alarm  procured  me  the  cane  before  the 
time,  (crossing  to  L.,  and  aside )  It’s  very  odd — but  I  should 
say  this  is  a  second-hand  cane. 

Pop.  (to  Fcmer)  Very  pretty,  is’nt  it,  master  ? 

Fum.  (examining  it  attentively)  Yijs,  it’s  a  fine  piece  of 
modern  architecture,  (aside)  The  ferrule  is  half  worn  away. 

Enter  Hornblower  c. 

Horn,  (aside)  Here’s  a  kettle  of  fish!  I  forgot  my  cane. 

Flo.  Heavens! 

Pop.  Dished ! 

Fum.  What? 

Horn.  l.  c.  (aside)  My  wig! — the  husband! — 

Fum.  l.  (aside)  The  penny  Pickwick  smoker  ! 

Flo.  r.  (to  Hornblower)  Not  a  word  ! 

Pop.  r.  c.  (to  Hornblower)  Mum  ! 

Horn,  (astonished)  Hey?  (aside)  My  wig!  but  he  has  my 
cane ! 

Fum.  (very  graciously)  Come  in,  sir,  pray  come  in. 

Horn.  You’re  very  good  !  (aside)  He  grins  like  a  laughing 
hyena — I  don’t  fancy  his  looks. 

Pop.  (aside)  His  eyes  are  as  big  as  saucers  ! 

Flo.  (aside)  He  quite  frightens  me. 

Fum.  (aside  and  feeling  his  pulse)  I  have  my  loaded  pistols. 
Horn,  (aside)  I  don’t  feel  comfortable. 

Fum.  (very  graciously)  What  would  you,  sir?  What  do 
you  look  for? 

Horn.  Look  for — oh  !  ah  !  chat’s  it.  I  came  to  look  for — 
Pop.  (aside  to  Hornblow’er)  Not  a  word  of  the  cane  ! 

Fum.  For  what,  sir,  for  what? 

Horn,  (stammering.)  A  fijwr — moments’ — interview. 

Fum.  Willingly,  sir,  willingly;  go  on,  sir. 

Horn.  Sir? 

Fum.  (attentively.)  Yes,  sir;  well,  sir? 

Horn.  No,  stay  ;  I  see  you  are  engaged — another  time. 

Fum.  detaining  him,  by  which  he  gets  l.  c.,  and  Horn¬ 
blower  l.)  No,  sir,  Pm  not  engaged. 

Horn.  Sir  ? 

Fum.  Sir? 

Flo.  (aside.)  How-  perplexing  ! 

Horn,  (aside.)  Pd  give  five  pounds  to  be  in  a  Putney  ’buss. 
f  2 
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{Aloud.)  That’s  a  very  fine  cane  you  have  there,  sir ;  where 
did  you  buy  it  ? 

[Popsy  crosses  behind  to  l. 

Fum.  I  did’nt  buy  it,  far  from  it!  Proceed,  sir,  I  beg; 
your  conversation  is  excessively  interesting. 

Horn.  Where  was  I  ? 

Fum.  No  matter.  {He  advances  one  step  forward,  and  says 
aside ) — He’s  in  a  fix  ! 

Flo.  {approaches  Hornblower  slightly,  and  says  aside  to 
him)  Say  something. 

Horn,  {stupified.)  Hey  ? 

Pop.  {the  same  play  on  the  other  side.)  Say  nothing. 

Horn.  Hey? 

Fum.  Perhaps  what  you  have  to  say  requires  we  should  be 
alone  ? 

Horn.  Yes,  yes,  yes.  {Aside.)  Don’t  know  on  which  of 
my  ends  I’m  standing. 

Fum.  Popsy,  go  to  your  kitchen,  and  see  about  the  dinner. 
Flory,  my  love,  retire  to  your  room — my  adored  angel  I 

Flo.  (aside)  Whatever  is  going  to  happen  ? 

[Exit,  door  3  e.  r. 

Pop.  (aside  to  Hornblower.)  Be  on  your  guard.  He’s  as 
mischievous  as  an  untamed  orangotang. 

[Exit,  4  e.  i.. 

Horn.  l.  (aside.)  Hey?  this  fellow’s  a  regular  ogre  (going,  c.) 
I’ll  cut  my  stick. 

Fum.  Where  are  you  going,  my  amiable  youth  ? 

Horn.  To — to  buy  a  tooth-brush. 

Fum.  Now  proceed  with  your  piquante  narrative.  Sit  down, 
young  man. 

[He  sits  down,  and  holds  the  cane  before  him. 

Horn,  (aside.)  If  I’m  not  to  speak  of  my  cane,  what  the  devil 
can  I  speak  of?  (He  seats  himself,  and  puts  his  hand  on  the 
head  of  the  cane.)  Sir,  1 — 

Fum.  {putting  his  hand  on  PIornblower’s.)  I — 

Horn.  I  say  I  wish  to  explain  to  you.  I  am,  perhaps,  very 
indiscreet  to  intrude  myself  here  without  an  introduction. 

Fum.  Not  at  all,  you  facetious  rogue,  proceed  with  your 
amusing  tale. 

Horn,  (very  embarrassed.)  Shall  I  not  be  considered  as  prying 
into  your  private  affairs,  if  I  ask  you  how  long  you  have 
lodged  in  this  house  ? 

Fum.  Five  years  and  fifteen  days,  with  the  exception  of — 
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Horn,  (rising.)  Then  I  see  you  cannot  give  me  the  informa¬ 
tion  that  I  require. 

Fum.  ( detaining  him.)  Perhaps  I  can,  my  Alonzo  the  brave. 
( checking  himself.)  Alonzo,  perhaps  1  can,  1  say.  You  are 
•desirous  to  know  ? 

Horn.  Yes,  yes,  yes — if  your  chimneys  smoke? 

Fum.  Oh  !  indeed.  Are  you  a  ramoneur  then  ? 

Horn.  Sir!  I’m  an  apothecary’s  clerk. 

Fum.  An  apothecary’s  clerk  ! 

Horn.  And  wishing  to  lodge  in  the  house,  you  understand— 

Fum.  Perfectly,  (aside.)  A  vile  musk  rat.  (rising.)  I’m 
done  or  nearly  so.  He  came  for  his  cane;  it  is  his.  I’ve  a 
great  mind  to  give  it  him  across  his  shoulders.  [ Shaking  cane. 

Horn,  (aside  and  alarmed.)  What  is  he  up  to  now  ? 

Fum.  I  wish  to  have  a  little  parliamentary  conversation 
with  you. 

Horn,  (getting  over  to  r. — aside.)  Then  he’s  not  going  to  be 
very  nice  in  his  language. 

Fum.  You  please  me.  I  like  your  air,  and  your  hair.  (He 
passes  his  hand  quickly  through  Hornblower’s  hair,  putting 
it  all  on  end,  and  brandishes  the  cane.)  It  is  time  to  make  him 
dance  the  polka. 

[Florence  and  Pofsy  peep  from  the  doors,  r.  and  l. 

Horn,  (aside.)  How  he’s  flourishing  my  cane  ! 

Fum.  (aside.)  They  are  listening,  (aloud.)  Let  me  close 
every  aperture.  Don’t  budge  a  step  ! 

Horn.  He’ll  smother  me,  like  Othello  did  Desdemona.  ( run¬ 
ning)  Here  goes,  neck  or  nothing.  [Escapes,  door  c. 

Fum.  (turning  and  pursuing  hxm  a  little  way.)  He  has 
slipped  through  my  fingers — the  Juan!  the  FraDiavolo!  the 
Hubert  the  devil ! 

Enter  Popsy,  4  e.  l. 

Pop.  What’s  in  the  wind  now  ?  as  the  sailor  says. 

Enter  Florence,  3  e.  r. 

Flo.  In  heaven’s  name,  what  is  the  matter? 

Fum.  c.  (smiling.)  Nothing,  love,  nothing !  (aside)  I 
must  dissimulate,  (aloud  )  1  was  a  lunatic,  a  goose,  to  sus¬ 
pect  this  son  of  a  pill- box. 

Flo.  ( coaxing  him.)  It  is  very  naughty  of  you,  Felix,  to  give 
way  to  this  jealousy. 

Fum.  (pretending  repentance.)  Yes  1 

Flo.  To  mistrust  your  poor  little  wife,  who  has  no  thought 
but  of  you ! 

Fum.  Who  makes  me  presents — gives  me  canes  I 

Flo.  (aside.)  He’s  jealous  still- 
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Pop.  (aside.)  As  yellow  as  a  dandelion. 

Fum.  (aside,  and  crossing  to  r.)  Now’s  the  time — the  mo¬ 
ment  for  trying-  my  old  trap — “Physiology  of  Matrimony," 
page  142.  (He  cries  out,  as  if  recalling  something  he  had  for¬ 
gotten.)  Ah  1  [Florence  and  Popsy  jump  round. 

Flo.  What  now  ? 

Pop.  Have  you  got  the  spasms? 

Fum.  No!  never  better.  (Looking  at  his  watch.)  The  devil! 
so  late — T  shall  miss  the  train. 

Flo.  What  train? 

Pop.  You’re  going  out  of  town,  sir? 

Fum.  Yes,  rural  simplicity  !  Don’t  fool  away  the  time,  but 
give  me  my  carpet  bag. 

Pop.  Oh,  nonsense !  as  the  nigger  says  of  free  trade. 

[Extt  Popsy  3,  e.  l. 

Flo.  Why  are  you  going  to  leave  us,  Felix  ? 

Fum.  Did  I  not  tell  you?  I  met  at  my  tailor’s  Tom  Smith, 
an  old  friend  of  Jones,  that  I  have  not  seen  these  twenty  years. 
And  he  made  me  promise  to  spend  a  day  with  him  at  his  villa 
that  lies  between  Richmond  and  Windsor,  and  we  are  going 
to  rise  early  to  have  a  day’s  gudgeon  fishing. 


Enter  Popsy,  3  e.  l.  with  carpet  bag. 

Pop.  Here  are  your  things,  sir. 

Fum.  Thank  you,  Popsy — give  me  a  brush  ? 

Pop.  Yes,  sir.  (She  brushes  him.) 

Fam.  I  shall  return  to-morrow  evening,  dear. 

Flo.  You’ll  think  of  me. 

Pop.  (brushing  him.)  Oh  ! 

Fum.  What? 

Pop.  Nothing  sir ! 

Fum.  Now,  take  my  carpet  bag  and  go  before. 

Pop.  (crossing  behind  to  c.)  Yes,  sir,  yes! 

Fum.  (feeling  his  pockets.)  Let  me  see — have  1  all  I  want? — 
yes — yes — yes. 

Pop.  (aside  quickly  to  Florence.)  Don’t  believe  him— it’s 
some  trick— his  pockets  are  full  of  pistols,  and  all  sorts  of 
crackers — a  regular  Guy  ! 

Flo.  Heavens ! 

Fum.  Hey  ? 

p/0‘  ]  Nothing ! 

Pop.  )  ° 

Fum.  Well,  till  to-morrow,  adieu,  dearest  1 
Flo.  Depend  on  the  truth  of  my  affection. 

Pop.  (aside  )  Catch  a  weazle  asleep. 

Fum.  Adieu!  [Exit  c.  preceded  by  Popsy. 
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Flo.  Can  it  be  possible!  His  journey  then  is  some  trap 
that  he  lays  for  me.  Oh  !  it  is  scandalous  l  ( Going  to  her 
work-table .)  And  yet  1  am  going  mechanically  to  work  for 
him.  No  !  I  will  not  finish  this  embroidery,  and  thus  I’ll 
punish  hirn  !  ( crosses  to  l.) 

Enter  Hornblower  c.,  another  cane  in  his  hand. 

Horn.  Phew  !  Here  I  am. 

Flo.  l.  (turning).  You  here  again,  sir? 

Horn.  r.  Yes,  ma’am.  I’ve  just  seen  your  husband  go  out; 

Flo.  And  you  presume - 

Horn.  Presume!  Important  reasons — or  you’d  not  catch 
me  penetrating  into  the  den  of  such  a  ferocious  hyena  as  your 
husband. 

Flo.  Sir !  f 

Horn.  Van  Amburg’s  the  only  man  to  tackle  him.  However, 
this  time  I’ve  taken  my  precautions  (showing  his  cane).  Phave 
just  received  a  letter,  informing  me  of  Widow  Blackthorn’s 
arrival  in  town. 

Flo.  How  does  that  concern  me  ? 

Horn.  But  it  concerns  me,  madam ;  and  Pve  come  to  re¬ 
quest  you  will  return  me  my  cane. 

Flo.  Your  cane? 

Horn.  Yes,  ma’am ;  it  is  necessary  to  my  happiness — to  my 
future  prospects. 

Flo.  Heavens  !  my  husband  has  taken  it  away  with  him  ! 

Horn.  Taken  away  my  cane? 

Flo.  To  conceal  your  visit  this  morning,  we  were  obliged  to 
tell  him  it  was  a  present  to  him  from  me. 

Horn.  Made  him  a  present  of  my  cane !  My  wig !  you 
should  never  do  such  things  as  that! 

Flo.  Don’t  annoy  yourself,  I  beg ;  tell  me  its  value. 

Horn.  But,  madam — I  don’t  want  the  money,  but  the  iden¬ 
tical  cane  I  left  here. 

Flo.  Did  you  not  tell  me  you  had  eighteen? 

Horn.  Certainly.  Here’s  one  more;  but  they  have  all  been 
given  me  by  the  Widow  Blackthorn.  She  knows  the  number, 
shape,  and  make,  to  a  T;  and  if,  when  she  visits  me,  she 
should  find  one  short,  Bedlam  wouldn’t  hold  her. 

Flo.  Believe  me,  I  am  sadly  distressed.  But  let  me  beg  of 
you  not  to  remain  an  instant  longer  here;  my  husband 
w’atches  me  like  a  lynx;  he  may  return. 

Horn.  But  it  is  absolutely  necessary,  ma’am - 

Flo.  He  is  armed  ;  and  if  he  meets  you  here,  he  is  capable 
of  any  madness  and  folly. 

Horn,  (greatly  alarmed).  The  deuce !  And  you  to  let  me 
stand  talking  here ! 
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Flo.  Quick,  sir,  begone  !  ( the  door  c.  opens ,  and  Popsy 
appears.)  Heavens! 

Horn.  Oh!  I  thought  it  was  him. 

Pop.  (keeping  the  door  half  open).  Run,  for  your  life! — he’s 
close  at  my  heels. 

Flo.  My  husband? 

Pop.  Yes  ;  he’s  on  the  stairs. 

Flo.  Which  staircase? 


Hornblower  drops  his  second  cane. 

Pop.  (slamming  the  door  to)  All  of  ’em. 

Flo.  Save  yourself,  sir, — fly! 

Horn,  (very  frightened,  and  running  from  side  to  side).  But 

where — where  am  I  to  fly  to  ? 

• 

[ He  runs  to  the  private  staircase,  4  e.  r.,  a?id  at  the 
same  instant  the  door  opens,  which  hides  Horn- 
blower’,  and  Fumer  enters  rapidly  from  it. 

Fum.  I  forgot  my  handkerchief. 

Flo.  (trembling).  Oh  ! 

Horn,  (aside).  I’ll  get  away  from  the  hyena’s  fangs  while  I 
can. 

[Exit,  door  4  e.  r. 

Fum.  (aloud,  indifferently,  and  looking  round  suspiciously ). 
What  ails  you,  Flory?  Your  hand  trembles  like  an  aspen-leaf. 

Flo.  I — I  so  little  expected  you. 

Fum.  You  surprise  me — so  little  !  (walking  about,  and  look¬ 
ing  in  every  corner).  Recover  yourself,  my  life  1  You  know 
I  could  not  go  to  Smith’s  without  my  handkerchief. 

Flo.  (aside,  not  seeing  Hornblower).  Thank  heaven,  he’s 
gone  1 

Fum.  (picking  up  the  second  cane  that  Hornblow’er  let 
fall  when  he  concealed  himself  behind  the  door).  Ah!  death 
and  the  devil ! 

Flo.  What  now  ? 

Fum.  A  bamboo  !  ! ! 

Flo.  Heavens ! 

Fum.  (furious).  The  funny  rascal’s  here!  (He  locks  the  door, 
c.,  and  takes  out  the  key.)  He  shall  not  escape  me  !  (He  takes 
from  his  pocket  a  Irrace  of  pistols,  and  goes  to  Florence’s 
chamber,  3  e.r.,  holding  a  cane  under  each  arm.)  Wretch! 
come  here,  and  I’ll  blow  you  into  atoms !  [Exit,  door  3  e.  r. 

Flo.  Happily  he  has  fled  !  (crosses  to  r.) 

[Hornblower  peeps  in  door  4  e.  r.,  looks  round  to  see 


THE  LAUGHING  HYENA. 


129 


that  Fumer  is  not  there ,  then  enters  hurriedly , 
looks  about  everywhere,  and  then  speaks  to 
Florence  in  a  half-whisper. 

Horn .  (goes  to  work-table,  then  crosses  to  l.)  Madam  !  — 

Flo.  r.  ( starting )  Ah  ! 

Horn.  l.  I  have  forgotten  my  other  cane,  and  so  I  came 
up— 

Flo.  (in  a  paroxysm  of  alarm.)  Unfortunate  youth  !  he  has 
found  it — he’s  in  search  of  you — you’re  a  dead  man. 

Horn.  ( almost  overcome  with  fright.)  Oh  !  1  shall  faint!  (goes 
towards  door  of  private  staircase,  4  e.r.) 

Flo.  (listening).  Theie’s  no  time — stay — enter  here,  (she 
puts  him  into  Fumer’s  chamber,  3  k.  l.) 


Enter  Fumer,  door  3  e.^r. 

Fum.  Not  a  mouse  has  found  sanctuary  with  my  better- 
half.  I’ll  now  examine  my  dressing-room  (he  goes  to  his  room, 
3  e.  i..,  with  the  cane  still  under  his  arm,  and  a  pistol  in  each 
hand). 

Flo.  (anxious  to  stop  him).  Felix  !  pray,  listen  to  me ! 

Fum.  Away  ! 

Flo.  (detaining  him).  For  heaven’s  sake,  hear  me. 

Fum.  Stand  from  my  path,  destroyer  of  my  peace  1  (crossing 
to  L.) 

[ Exit  door  3  e.  l. 


Flo.  He  must  be  deranged. 

[Hornblower  enters  on  tiptoe  from  door  3  e.  l.,  and 
hides  himself  behind  the  window  curtains ;  he  is 
without  his  hat,  and  his  shoes  in  his  hands. 

Horn.  I  dodged  round  the  shower  bath,  and  he  didn’t  see  me. 
He’ll  not  think  of  looking  behind  here. 

Flo.  Begone ! — 

Horn.  I  ask  no  better — but  which  way? — which  way? 

Fum.  (in  Chamber  3  e.l.)  Ah  !  damnation  ! 

Flo.  He’s  coming!  In  here — quick  !  (she  puts  him  into  the 
kitchen,  4  e.  l.) 


Enter  Fumer,  door  3  e.  l. 


Fum.  (Hornblower’s  hat  in  his  hand).  A  hat ! 

Flo.  (aside.)  The  young  man’s !  (aloud)  Isn’t  it  your  old 
one  ? 

Fum.  (trying  it  on,  and  finding  it  much  too  small  for  him). 
See ! — it  sticks  on  the  top  of  my  head  like  a  poached  egg  on 
spinach,  (throwing  the  hat  down  and  stamping  on  it).  There 
there — damnable  hat  1— 
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Horn,  {peeping from  door,  4e.l)  He’s  smashed  my  hat! 

Fum.  Would  I  had  your  owner  here,  I’d  serve  him  the 
same !  Now  for  the  kitchen  !  {buttoning  himself  up,  8pc.) 

Horn.  Oh,  lord  ! 

[Hornblower  creeps  from  the  Jcitehen  with  his  shoes 
in  his  hand,  and  conceals  himself  behind  an 
easy  chair  near  door  c. 

Flo.  {crosses  behind  to  l.,  wishing  to  detain  him  )  Felix,  pray 
now — 

Fum.  Away,  madam  1  Do  not  interrupt  me — I’ll  pursue 
him  to  the  end  of  the  world.  Now  for  the  Pollux  of  this 
Castor.  [. Enters  kitchen,  4  e.  l, 

Horn.  Oh  !  I’m  all  of  a  jelly. 

Flo.  Ah!  fly,  sir*  and  in  the  name  of  honour,  never  come 
here  again,  {she  opens  the  private  staircase  door,  4  e.  r.) 

Horn.  Is  it  all  safe  ? 

[Exit  4  e.  r.,  having  let  fall  one  of  his  shoes  in  his 
alarm. 

Enter  Fumkr,  4  e.  l. 

Fum.  Not  a  soul!  except  those  for  dinner.  ( perceiving 
Hornblower’s  shoe,  which  he  takes  up  on  the  end  of  his 
cane ) — a  pump  ! 

Flo.  I  shall  die  ! 

Fum.  {going  to  the  window.)  Where  are  you,  villain? — 
come  forth,  serpent !  you  snake  in  the  mustard  and  cress  !  you 
old  man  of  the  mountain  ( searches  about  everywhere;  he 
opens  and  shuts  the  clothes-press ;  then  opens  the  door  of  the 
private  staircase  to  4  e.  R.) — here,  perhaps. 

Flo.  Heavens  ! 

Fum.  {stopping.)  No  ;  that  way  I  came  in. — Ah  !  ( running 
to  the  chimney,  and  poking  his  cane  up  the  flue)  come  down, 
villain !  He  asked  me  if  ic  smoked,  and  I  never  smoked  him  ! 
Come  down,  ramoneur  ! 

Flo.  {sorrowfully.)  There  never  was  his  equal. 

Fum.  {crossing  to  l.)  And  I  have  only  been  able  to  lay  my 
hand  on  his  shoe,  his  hat,  and  his  two  canes  1  It’s  a  fatality  ! 
{he  thrusts  the  shoe  into  the  hat,  rolls  it  up,  and  puts  it  under 
his  arm.) 

Flo.  It  would  be  degrading  to  attempt  to  exculpate  myself; 
and  your  being  mad  can  alone  excuse  this  conduct. 

Fum.  Perhaps  I  am — perhaps  you’d  like  to  take  out  a 
statute  of  lunacy  against  me — do,  do ! — but  first  I’ll  be 
revenged — horribly  revenged  !  {showing  the  hat  and  canes) 
I’ll  go  to  Pedlington,  and  lay  these  proofs  of  your  guilt  at 
the  feet  of  your  aunt. 
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Flo.  Do,  and  I’ll  go  with  you. 

Fum.  No,  madam  ;  no,  you  shall  remain  here,  till  to-mor¬ 
row  morning  before  daybreak;  and  till  then  I’ll  try  what 
fasting  and  a  lock  and  key  can  do.  As  for  your  accomplice — 
this  Alonzo  the  Brave,  who  has  had  the  cowardice  to  sneak 
away  from  my  rage — I’ll  put  to  flight  his  household  gods,  and 
break  these  canes  across  his  vertebrae,  (crossing  to  r.)  As  for 
you.  I'll  take  you  to  France ;  shut  you  up  in  a  convent — a  cell. 
'Woman,  I  will,  besureon’t.  (going)  To-morrow,  soul  of  my 
life  !  [Exits,  c.,  shuts  the  door,  and  is  heard  to  double  lock  it. 

Flo.  He  locks  me  in  1  But  this  is  downright  tyranny — in¬ 
famous.  He’ll  be  for  flogging  me  next,  as  they  serve  baronesses 
in  Hungary — an  Austrian  fate. 

Horn.  (Hutting  his  head  in  at  the  door  of  the  private  staircase , 
4  E.  r.,  and  in  a  faint  voice)  Madam,  is  he  gone? 

Flo.  Yes,  sir,  yes  1  (Hornblower  enters,  with  only  one 
shoe  on,)  but  why  have  you  not  departed? 

Horn,  (staggering.)  I  can’t  get  out;  he’s  barricaded  the 
door  at  the  bottom — locked,  bolted,  and  barred  it. 

Flo.  But  you  must  not  remain  here,  sir.  (seeing  him  sinking ) 
What  ails  you  ? 

Horn.  Nothing ;  only  my  legs — iny  legs  feel  as  if  the  bones 
had  turned  to  gristle.  [Sinks  into  a  chair,  r. 

Flo.  Are  you  ill  ? 

Horn,  (in  a  feeble  voice.)  Rather  queer.  You  are  not  sur¬ 
prised  at  that,  I  suppose  ? 

Flo.  Sir,  sir !  I  entreat  you. 

[Putting  a  flagon  of  salts  to  his  nose . 

Horn,  (jumping  up)  Ah  !  you’ve  blown  my  nose  off. 

Flo.  Sniff  it  1  stronger!  it’s  only  salts. 

Horn.  Oh,  ma’am  !  this  is  a  fine  day’s  work  !  Give  me  my 
property,  and  let  me  go  at  once ;  for,  from  the  dormer  of  your 
private  staircase,  1  saw  widow  Blackthorn  talking  with  my 
landlady,  and  so  I’m  in  a  hurry. 

Flo.  But  where,  when,  or  how  will  you  go?  My  husband 
has  double  locked  all  the  doors,  and  gone  to  Pedlington.  At 
all  risks,  some  way  of  escape  must  be  found  for  you. 

[They  hear  the  door,  c.,  unlock. 

Flo.  Heavens  ! 

Horn.  What? 

Flo.  Popsy  ! 

Enter  Popsy,  c. 

Horn.  The  maid-of-all- work  1 

Flo.  But  how  did  you  get  in  ?  Who  gave  you  the  key? 

Pop.  They  were  left  with  the  landlady,  with  these  two  letters. 

Fio.  (taking  one)  From  Felix. 

Horn,  (taking  the  other)  From  the  widow. 

Flo.  (reading)  “  I  have  broken  every  thing  in  the  chamber 
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of  your  accomplice  to  shivers  !  the  landlady  would  have  pre¬ 
vented  me,  but  I  triumphed.” 

Horn.  ( reading )  “  Monster  !  I  have  witnessed  a  scene  that 
proves  to  me  your  infamous  treason.” 

Pop.  That’sa  hungry  beginning,  as  the  bear  said  to  the  eagle. 

Flo.  ( reading )  “  They  have  taken  me  to  Bow  Street,  come 
and  bail  me  out,  that  I  may  yet  revenge  me  on  the  author  of 
my  misery.” 

Pop.  That's  a  smasher,  as  the  steam  engine  said  to  his  tender 
behind. 

Horn,  (reading)  “  Our  match  is  off,  but  I  shall  wait  for 
you  at  your  lodgings,  to  tear  your  eyes  out ;  so  make  haste.” 
Thank  you. 

Pop.  You  bean’t  in  a  hurry  now,  as  the  tortoise  said  to  the 
hare.  These  folks  must  have  been  eating  something  that  has 
disagreed  with  them. 

Fto.  It  is  impossible  to  live  with  such  a  man  as  this. 

Pop.  So  it  be. 

Horn.  I’d  sooner  be  an  apothecary’s  boy  all  my  life  than 
marry  such  a  mustard  poultice. 

Pop.  So  would  I. 

Flo.  I’ll  go  to  Pedlington  and  seek  an  asylum  at  my  aunt’s 
{going  up  stage). 

Pop.  I’ll  go  with  you. 

Horn.  Well,  and  I’m  going  to  my  uncle’s. 

Pop.  And  I’ll  go  to  both. 

Flo.  You  have  an  uncle  at  Pedlington. 

Horn.  Ioughttohave — I’llfind  him  out.  {wilhvexation.)  Oh! 

Flo.  What  now? 

Horn.  I  can’t  go  without  a  hat,  and  only  one  shoe  on — which 
have  been  taken  away  by  your  husband. 

Pop.  Hey?  then  go  and  you  take  his — exchange  s  no 
robbery — you’ll  find  them  in  his  room. 

Horn.  Lex  lalionis,  as  they  say  in  Chancery  Lane! 

Flo.  I’ll  get  ready  at  once. 

Pop.  And  I’ll  go  for  a  Hansom  cab. 

Horn.  And  1  to  put  on  his  boots — if  they’ll  fit  me. 

[Hornbi.ower  exits  door  3  e.  l.  ;  Florence  door  3 
e.  r.;  and  Popsy,  who  has  the  keys  in  her  hand, 
by  the  private  staircase,  4  e.  r. 

Enter  Fumer,  c.  He  is  pale ,  dejected,  and  his  clothes  in  disorder. 

Fum.  They’ve  let  me  out  on  paying  £3  9s.  2d.  for  my  freaks 
in  my  hairy  friend’s  room,  and  £7  10s.  for  fees, — one  would 
think  it  was  a  Palace  Court.  It  has  left  me  without  a  farthing, 
so  I've  come  to  seek  for  some  more  money,  and  my  wife, 
whom  I’m  determined  to  take  to  Pedlington,  and  have  an 
explanation  before  her  aunt.  Now,  to  find  her.  ( looking 
through  the  keyhole)  What  is  she  about?  Bandboxes—' 
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dresses — shawls — hey!  What  mystery’s  this?  (something 
is  heard  to  fait  in  Fumkr’s  room.)  What  noise  is  that  in  my 
dressing-room  ( looking  through  the  keyhole )  ;  a  man  ! — mus¬ 
tard  and  cress  ! — putting  on  my  new  boots,  and  my  best  hat ! 
Death  and  the  devil !  what  means  this  second  mystery  ?  Ah  ! 
I  have  it — an  elopement !  ( enraged ) — where  are  my  pistols  ? 
They  come — yes — where  shall  1  conceal  myself? — ah!  ( goes 
into  clothes  press  L.  c.)  This  shall  be  a  great  day  for  Nemesis. 

Enter  Hornblowkr,  door  3  i..,  in  Fumer’s  boots  and  hat, 
which  are  much  too  large  for  him. 

Horn.  I’m  ready — what  a  tremendous  head  he  must  have — 
not  to  mention  his  legs — he’s  more  of  the  elephant  than  the 
hyena  ! — where  are  you  ? — I’m  ready  ! 

Enter  Florence,  door  3  l.,  with  bonnet  and  shawl. 

Flo.  So  am  I. 

Enter  Popsy  from  kitchen,  with  a  very  large  straw  bonnet  on, 
cloak,  pattens,  and  umbrella. 

Pop.  And  so  be  1,  as  the  Michaelmas  goose  said  to  the  spit. 

Fum.  (aside.)  Oh  !  the  vipers  ;  and  that  adder  of  a  maid. 

Flo.  A  moment,  sir;  you  may  have  an  uncle  at  Pedlington, 
or  you  may  not;  but  in  spite  of  my  husband’s  absurd  jealousy, 
1  would  not  even  in  appearance  wrong  him,  therefore  propriety 
exacts  that  I  should  depart  alone,  or  with  my  maid. 

Fum.  (aside.)  What  do  I  hear? 

Horn.  Madam,  you  are  aware  1  never  approached  you  but 
with  the  most  profound  respect. 

Flo.  I  acknowledge  the  truth  of  your  assertion. 

Horn.  Exactly,  but  had  I  known  your  husband’s  temper  I 
should  never  have  called  at  all ;  unfortunately,  I  am  the  only 
victim;  for  he  has  deprived  me  of  two  canes,  a  hat,  a  shoe,  my 
furniture,  and  a  wife;  still,  as  I  bear  no  malice,  I  would  with 
pleasure  accompany  you  to  your  aunt’s,  because  I  know  to 
what  insults  a  young  and  pretty  woman  is  exposed  when 
travelling  alone  in  a  public  carriage. 

Fum.  Worthy  young  man  ! — he’s  a  treasure. 

Pop.  No  fear  of  any  one  consulting  my  missus,  while  I  have 
my  pattens  and  this  ummerella. 

Horn.  And  if  your  husband  only  could  read  my  heart,  he  would 
see  that  I  am  as  anxious  to  protect  you  as  even  he  could  be. 

Fum.  It’s  too  much ;  such  devotion  affects  me  to  tears !  (sinks 
in  the  large  chair  at  the  back,  one  of  the  pistols  goes  off). 

Horn,  (falling  on  the  ground.)  Oh  !  I’m  shot! 

Flo.  Heaven’s  !  my  husband— 

Horn.  I’m  shot ! 

Pop.  No,  it’s  me;  look  at  my  bonnet!  (showing  a  bullet-hole 
through  her  bonnet.) 

Horn.  Kun  for  a  doctor. 

Fum.  No— no !  friend  of  my  soul,  come  to  my  heart 
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Florence,  my  dear,  forgive  and  embrace  me.  I’ve  heard  all ; 
you  are  a  worthy  fellow — and  I  make  you  a  present  of  my  hat 
and  my  boots — for  you  have  proved  that  my  Florence  is  a 
virtuous  wife,  and  that  I  have  been  a  confounded  fool. 

Flo.  And  you’ll  never  be  jealous  again  ? 

Fum.  Never. 

Horn.  But  what  am  I  to  do  ?  You  have  smash’d  my  furniture, 
damaged  my  reputation — the  widow  will  never  forgive  me. 

Fum.  I’ll  compensate  for  all — I’ll  set  you  up  in  business — 
I’ll  furnish  the  funds.  And  if  you  want  a  wife,  why  there’s 
Popsy — I’ve  promised  her  a  provision  for  life ;  she’ll  rattle 
away  at  the  pestle  and  mortar.  What  do  you  say  : — the  maid 
or  the  widow  ? 

Horn.  Oh  !  law  1 

Fum.  I’ll  give  you  £500  to  start  with. 

Horn.  You  will?  £500?  (aside)  Well,  if  marriage  be  a 
pill,  that’s  a  bolus.  With  a  capital,  and  a  business  in  a  good 
thoroughfare — What  do  you  say,  Popsy  ? 

Pop.  Mother  always  said,  never  refuse  a  good  offer,  and  it 
can’t  be  wrong  to  do  as  mother  bid  me. 

Horn.  Then,  there,  you  shall  be  the  lady  of  a  chemist  and 
druggist. 

Pop.  (g iving  her  hand  to  Hornblower.)  Settled  for  life,  as 
the  greengrocer  told  me  when  I  paid  the  week’s  bill. 

Fum.  And  there,  take  my  hand,  dear!  give  me  yours,  young 
carbonate  of  soda!— now  we’re  all  friends,  all  one  family,  and 
we’ll  be  off  to  dinner  to  Richmond. 

Flo.  To  what  hotel  ? 

Fum.  The  Star  and  Garter. 

Horn.  Say  the  Stag’s  Head. 

Fum.  No,  another  time — there — (they  all  stand  in  a  row, 
with  hands  joined,  and  shaking  each  others).  Here’s  a  link  to 
enlighten  the  heart  of  domestic  felicity,  and  drive  away  the 
“  green  eye’d  monster”  jealousy.  (to  Florence)  Pray 
forgive  my  mad  freaks,  and  whatever  you  impose  on  me  I’ll 
grin  and  bear  it ;  if  you  (to  audience)  in  a  kindly  mood  will 
join  your  hands  too — but — audibly — audibly — for  it  will  raise 
our  animal  spirits,  and  make  us  laugh  to  some  purpose. 


